VOLPONE, in, 7                       73
Thou may'st redeem all, yet; I '11 say no more: If not, esteem yourself as lost. Nay, stay there.
CeL Oh, God, and his good angels! Whether, whether, Is shame fled human breasts ? that with such ease, Men dare put off your honours and their own ? Is that, which ever was a cause of life, Now placed beneath the basest circumstance ? And modesty an exile made, for money?
Volp. Ay, in Gorvino, and such earth-fed minds,
[He leaps off from his couch. That never tasted the true heaven of love. Assure thee, Gelia, he that would sell thee, Only for hope of gain, and that uncertain, He would have sold his part of Paradise For ready money, had he met a cope-man.
' Why art thou mazed to see me thus revived? Rather applaud thy beauty's miracle; *Tis thy great work: that hath, not now, alone, But sundry times raised me, in several shapes, And, but this morning, like a mountebank, To see thee at thy window. Ay, before I would have left my practice for thy love, In varying figures, I would have contended With the blue Proteus, or the horned flood. Now art thou welcome.
CeL Sir!
Volp. Nay, fly me not. Nor let thy false imagination That I was bed-rid, make thee think I am so: Thou shalt not find it. I am, now, as fresh, As hot, as high, and in as jovial plight, As when, in that so celebrated scene, At recitation of our comedy, For entertainment of the great Valois, I acted young Antinous; and attracted The eyes and ears of all the ladies present, To adinire each graceful gesture, note, and footing.